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T

he rainstorm had been pounding the city of Cromwell, Connecticut for hours before a bolt of lightning woke Lisa Hanley from her sleep. She glanced over at the alarm clock, its face showing 2.15 AM. As she did so, she heard what she thought sounded like the back door closing. 

Eli White was a master locksmith and jewel thief. It took him seconds to quietly open the back door. He knew that the raging storm would mask any slight noise he might make while jimmying the lock. What he hadn’t counted on was his friend and accomplice, Rick Sanders, letting the door slam shut by a cross draft.

“You fucking idiot,” Luther Green said.

Luther was the brains behind the burglary operation, the one who had come up with the idea to form the group when his sister Crystal had become involved with a guy named Brandon Farber. Brandon worked for the Coldwater Security Company, which installed and monitored alarm systems in the mansions of all Cromwell’s wealthiest families. It hadn’t taken much rubbing of Crystal’s ample cleavage in Brandon’s face to convince him to enter into Luther’s criminal enterprise.

Luther’s younger brother Sal, who had a different way of dealing with things, slapped Rick hard across the back of his head.

“Oww, what the fuck, dude?” Rick said.

“Maybe you should look outside to see if you woke up the rest of the neighborhood, you stupid shit,” was Sal’s response.

“Shut up, both of you,” Luther hissed. “I thought I heard something.”

They stood silently listening for what seemed like minutes. Lisa, now sitting up in bed, was listening just as intently. When Luther was satisfied that he’d imagined the sound, told Crystal to take up her lookout position at the front door. He took out a small hand-drawn map and guided Eli to the safe, which was shown to be hidden behind a bookcase in the first-floor library. Sal ran up to the second floor to cover the bedrooms.

Luther stood by the bookcase, staring calmly at his watch. As it ticked over to 2:20 AM, the power went out.

“One thing I will say about your brother, Eli,” Luther said. “He’s always on time.”

“Tommy knows the power grids inside and out,” Eli said helping Luther push the bookcase open.

Tommy White, Eli’s older brother, had worked for the Cromwell Power and Light Company for twenty-two years before they laid him off. He cursed out a customer, who had made the mistake of asking him one too many times when the power he had cut would be restored.

*_*_*_*

“So, how much longer before I can get back to work, sir?” the man had asked.

“Mr. Goldberg, we’re working on it as fast as we can, but we can’t give you a time yet,” Tommy said.

Mr. Goldberg went back inside his mansion only to return a few minutes later.

“Can you give me an estimate yet?” he asked.

“No I can’t, not right now,” Tommy said.

“Well why not?” the man persisted.

“Well one reason, Mr. Goldberg, is that you keep fucking interrupting me,” exploded Tommy. “In fact, if you interrupt me one more fucking time, it’s going to take a lot longer, because they’re going to have to remove my foot from out your ass. Now get the fuck out of here!”

*_*_*_*

“Tim, wake up,” Lisa said, shaking her husband. “I think I can hear someone downstairs.” 

This time she was pretty sure.

“Probably the storm,” he mumbled, turning over onto his other side.

“No, I think I hear someone talking downstairs,” she said, shaking him harder now.

“OK, OK, honey,” he said. “I’ll go check it out.”

Tim threw on his slippers and robe before moving out into the hallway. Seeing him, Sal backed up into a recess where he could not be seen. Yawning, Tim paused at the top of the stairs, looked down and could just see Crystal peering through the curtains covering a window by the side of the front door.

“Excuse me, miss,” he said, trying to conceal the alarm he felt rising up in him. 

And that was all he had time to say before Sal sprang out from his hiding place, punching him violently on the back of his head, sending him flying and spinning down the long staircase. End over end he tumbled towards the bottom. Halfway down a sickening snap of his neck was heard. He landed at the bottom of the stairs with his leg caught in the railing and his head flopping to the side. Lifeless, he came to rest with his eyes wide open.

“What the fuck is going on?” Luther said, speaking into his headset.

“I took care of the husband,” Sal said. “He came out and saw Crystal. I think the wife is up too.”

“Of course she’s up, you moron,” he said. “You could hear that fall in Canada. Take care of her.”

“Tim, are you OK?” Lisa could be heard calling.

Hearing her get out of bed, Sal backed into his recess again. Lisa walked with mounting trepidation to the top of the stairs. Tim was nowhere to be seen, Crystal having dragged his body out of sight. Just as she was about to descend the staircase, Sal grabbed her from behind. He covered her mouth with his hand and lifted her off the ground.

“Do you want to live, bitch?” he said. “Nod your head.”

As soon as she did so, Sal carried her from the head of the stairs back into the bedroom.

“Is everything under control up there?” Sal heard Luther say into his earpiece.

“Everything under control,” he replied. “No problem.” Sal now turned off his microphone. What he had in mind, he didn’t want anyone to hear.

“If I move my hand are you going to be cool, now?” he asked Lisa. “Nod for yes.”

Another nod, as Sal removed his hand and placed it inside her nightgown and onto her breast. 

“Where’s my husband?” she asked.

“Don’t worry about him,” he said. “He’ll stay alive – as long as you cooperate.”

“I’ll do whatever you want,” she said. “Just don’t hurt us.”

“That’s what I like to hear,” he said. “Now, don’t you even think of making a sound.”

A few minutes later Sal was backing slowly out of the bedroom. He glanced down at his open palms and then looked at Lisa’s twitching legs dangling off the edge of the bed. Sal watched in panic as the last remnants of life left her body. He used the carpet as a hand towel to wipe her clotted blood from his hands.

He tried to recollect what it was that she said or did that made him fly into a rage. Was it a look of disgust on her face that made him choke the life out of her? Or was it her delayed response to his request for her to call him, Master? Regardless of the reason, he knew he had fucked up royally, and needed to come up with an excuse for this latest screw up.

Eli and Luther had just pushed the bookcase aside when Tommy came and joined them. There was a steel door with an electronic keypad on the right side of the wall.

“How come the door didn’t open when the power went out?” Luther asked.

“Because this is one of those safe that has its own self-contained power backup system,” Eli said. “It will lose power after forty-eight hours.”

“Can you get into it?” Luther asked.

“That’s a stupid question,” Eli said. “This safe can withstand an atomic bomb, but they didn’t upgrade the security software. This little gadget will find the code in about eight seconds, at which time the door will open and a set of steel, horizontal cross bars, will retract into the walls.”

Eli hooked up his gadget to the keypad and within seconds the door to the safe opened. When it was fully open, the steel bars retreated into the wall as he had predicted.

“You are the man, Eli,” Luther said grabbing a laundry bag from his jacket.

The three men cleaned the safe out in minutes. When they were finished, they closed the safe and pushed the bookcase back into position.

“You better go check on that idiot brother of yours,” Eli said. “You remember the unnecessary beating he gave that housekeeper.”

“The woman attacked him, Eli,” Luther said.

“Bullshit, Luther,” Eli said. “Brandon told me that he watched Sal go in the maid’s chambers. If Tommy didn’t go check on him, he would have killed the woman. I’m willing to go down for a burglary charge, but not murder. They still have the death penalty here.”

“I’ll go get him,” Luther said handing Eli the bag.

Sal only became aware that Luther was standing behind him when he felt a foot kick him forcefully in the ass.

“I’ve been calling you for the past ten minutes, dumb ass,” Luther said. “You turned your fucking radio off, didn’t you?” 

He grabbed Sal’s receiver and confirmed his suspicion. This solicited another smack upside the head.

“Did you fuck her?” he asked.

“No, I didn’t touch her,” Sal said.

“Lift up her gown,” Luther said, shoving him back into the room. “I swear to God, I’m gonna blow your brains out right here and now if you fucked this bitch. I’m not going to jail for the rest of my life because you couldn’t keep your stupid dick in your pants. Now lift it up.”

Sal raised the gown so Luther could see Lisa’s panties were still on. 

“Take them off so I can see,” he said.

Sal removed the panties to reveal her clean-shaven vagina. Luther shone his flashlight on her pelvic area, and having satisfied himself there was no sign of trauma, told Sal to replace them.

“We’re ready to go,” Luther said. “Move your ass.”

With a final kick in the ass, Sal left the room with Luther checking to make sure there was no evidence left connecting Luther to the crime.

Eli and Crystal were waiting at the bottom of the stairs with disgusted looks on their faces.

“What!” Sal snapped.

“I had to beg Luther to let you in on this job after that stunt you pulled the last time,” Crystal said. “And this is how you repay me?”

“Hey, fuck you,” Sal said. “I’m in here because I’m part of this team, like everybody else.”

“Calm the fuck down, everybody,” Eli said. “Sal, this is the last job you’re coming on.”

“Nobody is getting cut out here, Eli,” Luther said. “That is unless we all vote on it.”

“OK, you vote on it,” Eli shot back. “And then let me know what master safe cracker you found in Cromwell to replace me.”

“Now hold on, Eli,” Luther said.

“What the fuck is taking so long?” Rick asked joining the group. “The power will be back on any minute.”

“Oh we were just having a meeting, in the middle of a burglary, with two dead bodies lying around,” said Tommy sarcastically. “Let’s get the fuck out of here.”

“We’ll finish this later,” Luther said picking up the bag of loot.

They scrambled into the van and were just driving off as the power came back on, cameras, lights and all. In the security office where the Hanley’s alarm was ringing, Brandon Farber, turning his head to their monitor as it flicked on, immediately noticed Tim’s body spread-eagled on the floor.

“Oh shit, not again,” he said, quickly dialing 911.

“911...Where is your emergency?” the operator asked.

“14432 Woodfield Lane,” Brandon said. “I have a male victim of a burglary down at the location. I’m going to need police and medical responders.”

*_*_*_*

The street in front of the Hanley’s home was congested with emergency response vehicles and a News van. A black, unmarked car pulled up with a police light on the roof. It was driven by Detective First Grade Amos Battles, a twenty-five year veteran of the Cromwell Police Department.

Amos, a former U.S. Marine, and MP joined the Cromwell Police Department when he was thirty years of age. His appointment made quite a stir in Cromwell as he became the first African-American member of the force. It didn’t cause a stir in the sense of being a racially motivated appointment since Cromwell was a very liberal city. It was looked on favorably because it showed a department that was embracing diversity, during a time when a lot of law enforcement agencies were under fire for excessive force against members of the minority community. 
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